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CONVERSION BY 


PEL IGUE 


HE APPEARED ON THE 
BEACH ONE MORNING, 
RANTING ANO SCREAM- 
ING AND SINGING SHOW 
TUNES. THE HAWAIIAN 
WINDS WERE GENTLE 
THAT DAY, SO HIS VOICE 
CARRIED FAR ANO OREW 
MLCH ATTENTION. 





HE CLAIMED HE WAS 
TRAINED IM AAYSTIC/SM, 


A STRAIN OF ARCANE 
STUDY PERFECTED 
SOUTH, SOUTH, SOUTH 
AMONG THE (MOLINTAIN 
DWELLERS OF THE 
ANDES. 


HE CLAIMED TO BE 
AN ARTIST. A SIGN 
PAINTER A 
SCULPTOR. 
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SOME DOUBTED THIS; SO 
HE OREW 4 QUICK 
RENOERING OF MADONNA 
ANO CHILD IN THE SAND. 
SO FINE WAS THE ART- 
WORK THAT, AF THE 
TIDE ROLLED (i TO CLAIM 
(%, PEOPLE CRIED AT 
THE LOSS. 


THE MAK HAD HUMOR 


ANO TERRIBLE 
HYGIENE, THE MAN 
WAS WILO AND 
THOUGHTFUL ANO 
QUICK, ANDO THE 
PEOPLE OF THIS’ 
AREA TOOK HIM /N 
AS ONE OF THEIR? 
OWN. 


FOR THESE WERE A 
PEOPLE WHO ACCEPTED. 
THEY ACCEPTED EACH 
OTHER ANO ANY NEW- 
COMER WHO AODED 70 
THE M1/X% AND WHOSE 
COMPANY WAS ENTOY- 
ABLE, 


WORK CAME TO THIS MAN 
BY CHANCE, THERE WAS 
DEMAND FOR HIS ART- 


WORK, BUT IN A FORM 
EVEN HE WHIS CRAZIEST 
OF CRAZED TIMES 
HAON'T ENVISIONEO-- 





HAWAIIAN 
SHIRTS. 





FOR AFEWSTERLING 
YEARS: HIS WORK 
WAS RENOWNED, 


WN 1933, HARRY 
ANNOUNCED, OVER 
A DINNER OF PORK 
AND PINEAPPLE, 
THAT HE (NTENOED 
TO BEGIN HIS" 
GREATEST, FINEST 
SHIRT DESIGN, HE 
RAMBLED A BIT, 
SO NO ONE TOOK 
HIM TOO SERI- 
OUSLY AS HE 
DECLARED MS 
Alm-- 


*-7O COMBINE HIS 
MYSTIC ABILITIES. 
WITH THE DESIGN 
OF HIS SHIRTS"... 
AND PAINT THE 
GATEWAY TO 
HEAVEN ON THE 

K OF ONE 
OF THEA. 


THE PEOPLE 
LISTENEO ANO 
LAUGHED AND 
CONTINUED TO 
EAT. THEY 
THOUGHT THIS 
WAS MERELY 
WARRY BEING 
HARRY." THEY, 
SOON FORGOT 





HARRY BEGAN HIS" 
MASTERWORK 


THE FOLLOWING 
B AFTERNOON. 





8Y NINE O'CLOCK 
THAT EVENING, 17 
ie WAS FINISHED. 
i 


THE LOWO, QUIET 
MAN WAS GONE 
FOREVER. 





ANO HARRY ATAX 
VER SEEN 





my People! 
MY AGENTS / THEY 

THINK THEY'VE 
FOUNO 4 TRACE 
OF IT! 





THE AUR 1S CLEAN, CHILL 
AND PURE. LIKE HOLY 
WATER LIKE THE 
MOUNTAINS. LOOK (AL 
MENTHOL CIGARETTES 
AOQVERTISEMENTS IN 
MAGAZINES. YOU 
KNOW? 


——_- 


SWITZERLAND. 


ALBERT BEKKER. 
VERY WEALTHY 1° 





ALL TASK IS THAT SHIRT HAS BEEN ALL 
COURTESY, SANOS. OVER THE WORLO IN THE 
DON'T FORGET SIXTY YEARS’ SINCE ITS" 
WHO RAYS CREATION. A WHISPER 

YOu. OF IT HERE. A RUMOR 
THERE, 


ALL RIGHT: 
ge MISTER BEKKER. 
TACK, HUjH? LUM LISTEMING, 


MY PEOPLE TRACED THE 
SHIRT TO BRISBANE, 
MISSED IT, BUT FOLLOWED 
THE ta eau) CAPE HORN 


MY AGENTS 
HAVE TRACKED IT 
TO AMERICA, 


A PLACE 
CALLED.. 


COURTESY OR NOT; 
L0O WOT NEEO A TOUR 
OF THE INORLO. WHERES 
THE SHIRT? YOU WANT, 
ME TO GET IT RIGHTP 
THAT'S WHERE WE'RE 
GOING WITH ALL THS? 
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war aBouTt soRz0? 
MI ? 
THE HUMANS? THE: 


usé ANY OF 
THOSE. 


MY STORE. THE AAY- 
DAY AND EVER YOAY 
T CAN GLOM FOR 
MYSELE 


NO, I'M NOT. 
MAD. I'M JUST 
EAGER TO GET 
MY LIFE BACK. 
YEAH, YEAH, I'L 
SPEAK TO YOU. 
A 


ei Me. 





HE TLINNELS LINK THE OLD” 
F THE ALLEYS WITH THE 

TRE ARALINED "NEW" OF THE 
PAL CITY SURROLINOING IT s 
IF THE ALLEYS ARE THE 
CITY'S ANCIENT HEART, 
THEN THESE TUNNELS 
ARE ITS VEINS. £INKING~. 
BRINGING L/FE. 


eS 


a) 


THE TUNNEL'S EMPTY, B s 


BUT RACHEL DOESN'T 
MAINO. (SN'T MINDFUL, 


SHE HAS OTHER THINGS I 3 a 
7O THINK AGOUT- ry | al 


“WY HEART (5 EMPTY," SHE 
WHISPERS LINDER HER 
BREATH EMPTY LIKE 4 
PHONE BOX ONA 
DESERTED STREET INA 
BAD, BAD PART OF TOWKM."" 


"ANO NO ONE WANTS TO GO 

THERE. THEY'RE FEARFLIL: 

ANO THE WIND BLOWING 

OOWN THAT BAD, DESERTED 

STREET 15 COLO ANDO 
SPITEF LIL.” 


FOSTER. 


HAS LEFT 
ME. 





1 SOMETHIN 
CATCHES HER |» 
Eye. 


aay Lan 


| SOMETHING | 
K ABOUT... fas 
—_ 
4. : - | 








. s 2/BRA AVENUE, WHERE ) ANG THE TUBA-PLAYING TUGBOQT 
INTHE ALLEYS; THERES AN Via THE LAwyers Have 4 ar 
I 7#e oraz. | : AnGisaien® BETWEEN TWO Tree stone Oneices, (am SERENACES IPE LOVEE He 
/ . LOVERS. A SKA TAPE PLAY DN) Always seat TEN 2 / SHORELING. 
j ING IN SOMEONES Cae DEGREES COOLER 
Be) HE souNOS Tus Tel WHOLE THING THAN ANY OTHER RaeT tae @ f oer 
BOF THE OPAL 3 INTO OPERA. OF TOWN. WHER | 
is 5 : DY) Sxceze Hear He | : ‘ | 4N0, OF couRsE, HERES 
5 somegooys piayive a |e Sty Rg SURET As ; Yj | BURLEY STREET. THE 
A SNARE ORLM, SYNCO- z 7 ‘ INY HARE | ¥ Ly is 7. THE 
(KE NOWHERE Ete A SHARE RLM, SYNC, I ASSET MLING or __~ i Y Y | WELVEST. WHERE THe 
THERES MUTE NI EVERY THE CRUMMER & VERY iY, LIKE i Sr a — Y] SOGNO OF PEOPLE AND 
we ces agi Welteey THE CRM ARK 2 EI ANO THERE'S THE HORN SLO TRAFFIC CARS ANG SHOPS AND ALL. 
ROOTS TEP AND WIKIFOU Beatty A bus ENGINE 3 NER D) PAY, ON Zit) BOLLEVARO. A YERE's WE gl ARO EVERVIMING ELSE... 
JAK! BREAKING F457 TO ATA REO LIGHT. / BLANKET OF FINCHES THAT TAKE TO AM) COMBINE. A CONCERTO 
TAXI GREARING FAST TO VE Re : a XY ose THE SKY QUER THE CHOWDER DISTRICT. |i SANSONE ANG 
BNO SEWERS SUBWAY eee a THEIR SCREECH HAS A LIETIN THIS BUTTERFLIES ANA 


F KER set a y NE: 
GUROLE : er M i | TY NOWHERE ELSE BUT HERE. AUNDRED ViOl iki 


WHOA, YEH. THIS 
BADBOVIE SCARE 

OF 50 JACK RING A 
THINKS. HOR NOV E70 THEI 
ONE LOVES THIS 
aITY MORE. OR 
SO JACK 

THINKS. 


SESE 
SFE Fi 
Tipe Pate eee 
HAD A HAND /1 THING, 

















WHAT IF _L'O 


YOU KW/EW. INNATELY, 
you KNEW I WASN'T 4 
TRUE THREAT. I'M SURE 
THE HERO IN YOU. JUs-7- 
LIKE YOU KNEW TO TURN 
As I ENTERED. I GAVE 
NO WARNING, YET 
YOU KNEW. 
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00 YOU EvER 
DREAM YOU'RE © 


BuT YOu 
> , Sees, 
\ << 
— 


VERSEO 
IN INOIAN 
WAYS. 





YOU FINO THIS 
AMUSING? 


WHAT? NO. 
LOOK, IT HATE TO 
SOUND RUDE, 
BUT_THIS Is 4LL A 
BIT TAO». 


+ GER GMANESQUE 
FOR ME. WEIRO, 
HALF-FINISHED BITS OF 
SENTENCES. STRANGE STARES. 


ACTYALLY, I'M THINKING 
OF, FELLINIESQUE, AREN'T 
S| 1? Man, HOW EMBAR- 
RASSING... GETTING 
MY \ESQUES” 
MIXED UP. 


NO, I DON'T 
OREAM OF 
PAST LIVES. 





AREA TH: 
BACK THEN. HE 
KEPT IT SAFE. 
HE HAO) 
THAT SAME 
QUALITY. 


N 
OH, SO YOU WERE 
THINKING HE 
AND I WERE-- 


"A MUSING. 
NOTHING 


BUT IF YOU ARE 
GOING TO BE THE 
OPAL'S CHAMPION, 
I FEEL YOU SHOULD BE 


IWANT OPAL CITY TO 
REMAIN THE... LANGLIO PLACE 
IT WAS BEFORE THE MIST HAO 
His RECENT FUN. I SEE IN YOY 


YOUR FATHER LACKS... 4 QUALIT' 
NEEDEO TO GUARO THIS CITY. 








OH, YEAH? 
LET ME GUESS. 
BELA LUGOS''S 
AUTOGRAPH? 


GUESS I 
ree 


O. 
Bl AMONG THE 
RUBELE... 
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AS I HOPE 
OU W/L, TOO. 
PAL CITY'S 





yn fll $ 
Wes [Si \ Sae 


I SAW ONE SHOP é i 
YESTERDAY, TOO MUCH 


RENT, EORAOT ENOUGH 
SPACE, THOUGH. 


GOO, TLAMSO 
SICK, OE USING 


2 

Lo S GARAGE SPACE 

4 Pa FOR EVERY- 
THING. 


ae REEN, ; 
eae AUG 
REO? ] 
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ASE WHO'S ( 
TO ATTACK. 
ME, CAN YOU_AT 
LEAST LET ME 
KING 
DOWN FIRST 


OF COURSE 
AND I OON'T INTENO. 


OE THIN 
SOMETHING 
/ YER 


BARGAIN HUNTER, 


OF SHIRTS IN LAST 
WEEK. STILL SORTING 
MY NEW STOCK OLIT, 
THOUGH, ANO HAVEN'T 

HAD TIME TO GET 


EVENING, 









GOOD 
KNIGHT... 


THE PATTERN... THE 
PAINTING ON IT. (T'S 
A GATEWAY TO 
HEAVEN. 










L KNOW, I KNOW. —___— 
ZHAD A HARD TIME 

KEEPING 4 

STRAIGHT 

FACE WHEN 

MY BOSS 

TOLO ME. 

BUT THERE 


ANO I QON'T 
MUCH WANT A 
MAGIC SHIRT IN 

AMONG MY STOCK, 
EITHER. BUT I 


OT 
MY... MEANS 
DY oe GEFEMSE: 


I’M NOT 
LETTING YOU ROB 
ME, I'LL FIGHT YOU 
IF T HAVE TO, ON 
PRINCIPLE, I'LL 
FIGHT YOu. 


RECENTLY. 





























YOU GO ANO 
HUNT THROUGH FOR 
THE THING, THOUGH. 
I OON'T EVEN WANT 
TO SEE IT. 
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iE SHIR 
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waar 
AN EVENING. 
WHAT A Wit, 
WO NIGHT. 
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NOTHING ON YOU. 


THE BROS. 
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WELL, UNTIL T 
FOUND A NEW 
SHOP, Mayae. 
UNTIL. GOT 
MY LIFE BACK 
IN GEAR. 
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G45 SWISS TIME. 

WHEN SANDS GIVES. 
THE HAWAIIAN SHIRT 
TO BEKKER. 












THE RICH ANAN CRIES... 
BURSTS INTO TEARS THEN 
ANO THE! 


+ 






ALBERT BEKKER (S_ 
NO SIGN. NO 






OUTSIDE THE ALPINE 
WINDS BLOW SWEET 
AND SOFT AND LOW. 





DY=y-[elant-]amaclele 


“THIS 1S WHAT 
SOME 
LOOKS LIKE” .- ie 





we 


